THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

received him as a Prize for an Essay on cHow I would
Like to Spend my Holidays/ in which she had openly
aspired after cows and cowslips. There, surely, was a
good enough model! There was no question but that
Nature's Year aroused more interest nowadays than
ever; even the popular papers had an inch a day about
it. The letters, and still more the Points from Letters, in
The Times., were even more powerful proof: one could
scarcely open that or any other respectable periodical
without seeing an article on how to plant ranunculi, or a
picture of a kestrel on her nest or a cat suckling a young
weasel. Punctual as the arrival of the swallows were the
letters about their arrival, and the earliest primrose
never missed its chronicler. Moreover, it was perfectly
evident that anybody who really took the trouble, with
the help of a good pair of field-glasses, to watch birds for
an hour a morning, and do a field and hedgerow prowl
for an hour an afternoon, simply could not fail to record
things seldom, if ever, or at least so early, seen in his own,
or even in any other neighbourhood. There was plenty
of time. She was well staffed; there was a good little
shopping town not far away; Roger was in the City
every weekday except Saturday, when they would play
golf or tennis; and there was no reason why she shouldn't
do a book, unique in its way, about the wild life on her
own five acres, supplemented by occasional observations
drawn from woods and commons immediately adjoining."

Thus far and rather like that, did I get with my
introduction; whether or not I made her tell her husband
of her intention I do not remember. If I was in a cruel,
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